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Sincere, Sincere...All Ends In Tears 


Author's Notes: 

| take longer to finish stories than Metallica takes to finish albums, so here is a short little teaser chapter to 
confirm that | am indeed still alive and writing. (Fell down one hell of a rabbit hole while researching this story. 
Life imitating art can be VERY distracting.) Notes, thanks, and dedications to follow in subsequent chapters. 
Enjoy! 


Hey, man, we need to talk about this. Please call me back 


Now that he thinks about it, Kirk isn't sure if there was even a "please" in the original message or if he's 
imagining it now. Wishful thinking. Something he edited into the memory to make the words less scathing. 
There's no way to check because he deleted the voicemail after the third listen. He didn't pay nearly as much 
attention to the wording as he did the tone, which sounded increasingly hollow and obligatory every time he 
replayed it, as if the sender caved in to pressure from a mutual bandmate who was tired of the drama. 


Usually Kirk is the bandmate in that role. This time it was probably Lars. 


Lars, who will inevitably bombard him with a flurry of texts and uncomfortable questions if Kirk doesn't 


reciprocate the gesture soon. 
I's the only reason he even considers listening to the newest voicemail. 


His thumb hovers over the playback icon before he puts the phone down and settles back into the red leather 
cushions with a sigh. He's not ready to forgive. He knows it would sound just as cold and insincere as the 


message he's responding to, and he refuses to sink to that level. Or rather, to be dragged down to it. 


All he wanted was to show off pictures of his custom Beetlejuice guitar. Normally he would wait until it was 
finished and he could show it off at HQ in person, but he was just too excited. So excited that he forgot what 


else was in the camera roll on his tablet. 
"Stupid," Kirk mutters, shaking his head. "It's my own stupid fault" 


Which is the only reason he picks up the phone again. Not because he expects to hear anything different this 
time around. Genuine regret would have brought him continued voicemails and texts. Maybe even a knock at 
the door, or at least an attempt to corner him at the studio in hopes of a heart-to-heart talk. Instead there 
was nothing else for two days. No other attempts at contact until the message he woke up to this morning. 


Another sigh. Then he finally pushes play. 


Listen, Kirk. Im sorry. What | said the other night was way out of line and.and | wanted to talk about if. Like a 
tucking adult this time. So, um.! dunno, give me a call back. Okay? 


It's followed by a heavy silence that lasts several more seconds. Then a leaden click. 


There it is, he says to himself. One flat, pathetic "sorry." And not even a single "please" this time around, 
which probably answers his question about the first message. 


Still. [+s better than nothing. They can't keep avoiding each other much longer without the others intervening 
and some incredibly awkward shit coming to light. Shit that Kirk knows neither of them are ready to reveal to 
the rest of the band just yet. So he gets up, pours himself a glass of Apothic Dark, and lets the warmth of 


those first few sips seep into his bloodstream before calling back. 
He's not sure whether to be relieved or pissed off when there's no answer. 


"James." The name tastes bitter on Kirk's tongue but tugs at something deeper down. He almost takes another 
sip of wine to wash it away, then lowers the glass when he realizes how it would sound. "I appreciate you 
reaching out like this and | agree that we should talk. If you don't have any plans this evening, why don't you 
come over for dinner? We can shoot for nine unless another time works better for you. Let me know either 


way. l'll talk to you soon" 


He feels better when he hangs up. Only slightly, but it's enough to give him hope. And ideas. Especially when he 


downs the rest of the glass and takes a good long look around the room. 
Hope and ideas. 


Now it's up to James whether either will materialize into something they can salvage. 


To be continued. 


Endure, Endure... Thoughts Most Impure 


Author's Notes: 
There was so much unexpected interest in the prologue that | couldn't resist posting a nice meaty chapter 
sooner than originally planned. But be warned..it may leave you with even more questions than it answers, and | 


will make you wait even longer for the next one. ¥evil grin® Enjoy! 


"It still bothers you." 


No question there, he almost says, well aware of the double meaning. Kirk requested permission to ask and then 
made a statement instead. For some reason, James feels tempted to call him out on it. Maybe because his 
host insisted on total honesty between them before they sat down But stating instead of asking isn't 
dishonesty. On the contrary, it's proof that Kirk sees right through him. Which is actually more honesty than 


James thinks he can handle right now. 
He has to, though. You can't make amends by fucking things up even worse. 


So he begins with what he knows is a valid concern "I wasn't bullshitting you about the security risk We both 
know that nothing is safe online. Or on the Cloud. People's phones and tablets get hacked all the time. Seriously, 
just imagine what would happen if those photos got leaked to the media" 


James feels his stomach clench in a way he can't blame on the tofu Pad Thai he shoveled down with barely a 
pause to put off having to talk. He tastes bile all over again as he remembers scrolling contentedly through 
Kirk's guitar photos and suddenly being confronted with..well, something he still can't put into words. At least 
not the kind of words he can say out loud in good conscience despite his pledge of honesty. The first thing 
James thought of when he saw Kirk wearing whatever the hell he had on in those pictures was the creepy 
fucker from that Broadway play Fran dragged him to shortly after they got married. "Cabaret," he thinks it 
was called. Thin leather straps crisscrossing his guitarist's bare, sweat-glistened chest. Some kind of bizarre 
harness. James had never seen anything of the sort in Kirk's wardrobe, even during their infamous Load days. 


Only freaks wore that kind of shit. Or so he thought. 


"You're absolutely right," Kirk concedes. "About the risk of exposure, anyway. I'm usually a lot more careful. | 


just forgot to bring my regular camera downstairs that night" 
James feels his eyebrow flick upward. 
"Downstairs?" 


Kirk nods. 


"You mean, downstairs?" He points to the floor. "In this house?" 

Another nod. James fights the urge to lift up his feet as if they were touching something contaminated. He 
takes a gulp of water, partly to wash down the sourness in his throat and partly to obscure the expression on 
his face. He can tell by Kirk's knowing smirk that he isn’t concealing jack shit. 

"I meant the other part. It still bothers you that | do this." 

"| know it shouldn't, but." 

Kirk puts up a hand. "Total honesty, remember? You don't have to qualify it. Just say what's on your mind." 
‘It's not that simple." 

"Why not?" 

Good question. James doesn’t want to say prejudice or closed-mindedhess, because he doesn't want to reduce 
his feelings to moral failures that Kirk would take him to task for. Even though Kirk has every right and 
reason to do so. He wants Kirk to make the same effort to understand him that he's making to understand 
Kirk. That's only fair, right? 

"| guess it just freaked me out to see you like that" And before Kirk can cut in, "because | didn't think there 
were any secrets between us. | don't like being played for a fool. Not by someone I've known for thirty-two 
years." 


“That's not what | was trying to do.” 


James didn't mean for that part to come out so literally. He should've said / don’t hke FEELING lke ve been 
played for a fool But fuck that. If Kirk wants honesty.. 


"How would you feel if you found out | had a secret identity?" 
"Secret identity? Like Batman?" 

"No. | mean, what if | was living a double life?" 

"Like Batman?" 

‘lim done talking if you're gonna keep making fun of me." 


The teasing smile softens into a gentler one. "Sorry, dude, it's just the way you're making it sound. This isn't 


some shadowy alter ego." 


"What is it, then?" 
"Its just another part of who | am." 


He says it so placidly, so matter-of-factly, that James literally has to bite his tongue before he can ask if 
Kirk thinks he's a complete idiot. Is that how this whole conversation will go? The two of them saying the same 
thing in different ways and then arguing over the meaning? 


"Like the horror memorabilia?" 

"Exactly." 

Bit of a leap from collecting movie props to torturing people for kicks, but whatever. 

"F it's no big deal, why keep it a secret?" James asks. "Why not just tell me to begin with?" 
"You answered that question yourself when you freaked the fuck out." 


James doesn't even remember what he said. There must have been too much shock at the time. Too much 
anger. He could feel his lips moving, could hear himself speaking--and hissing, and shouting--but it was almost 
like his mouth and limbs were on auto-pilot while his thoughts flew off in a dozen different directions at once. 
What he does remember is being too disqusted to look Kirk in the face and seeing unmistakable pain the few 
brief times their eyes met. He remembers slamming the studio door as he stormed out. The drumbeat of 
boot heels, muffled at first on the carpeted hallway, then loud and sharp as clashing cymbals once he reached 
the concrete outside. Heat flares through his body all over again, burning his cheeks and curling his fingers 
into fists. He knows it's shame. What he doesn't know is why he's still guarding it so fiercely. 


"Which could've been avoided if you'd told me about this shit in the first place." 


Kirk doesn't say anything. He doesn't roll his eyes or shake his head either. He doesn't have to. The look he's 


giving James says it all. 
"How long's it been going on, anyway?" 
Despite James’ tone, Kirk's expression softens. "Late ‘80s." 


Okay. That sort of makes sense, he thinks. The turmoil of Cliff's death. The ensuing frenzy to find the right 
replacement, followed by the struggle of integrating him into the band while recording a new album and 
embarking on a massive worldwide tour. They each had their own ways of coping. James’ was drinking himself 
into oblivion and fucking their new bassist at every opportunity (and in every sense of the word). Lars’ was 
groupies and blow. Kirk's was apparently whips and handcuffs. 


Man.the stress must have fucked him up worse than James ever realized. 


"Who else knows?" 

"Nobody in the band, | promise. Except you." 

That's a relief. At least Lars and Rob weren't in on the deception 

"Who's the guy in the photos?" 

With the black leather hood over his head. Strung up in some crazy fucking apparatus like the Gimp in Pulp 
Fiction while Kirk.actually, James has no clue what Kirk was doing, because that's when he finally saw red and 
threw the tablet across the couch. 

"Not telling," Kirk says. 

"Why not?" 

"You already know the answer to that. Privacy. Confidentiality. Respect. Need | go on?" 

‘Is it just that one, or are there others?" 


"There are others." 


James blinks. He was expecting the polite version of none of your fucking business Was hoping for it, actually. 
They've barely scratched the surface and the truth is already weirder than he was prepared for. 


"So..what? Do they pay you to beat the shit out of them?" 

"Nobody pays me. And I'm not ‘beating the shit out of anyone." 

"Do you pay them?" 

Kirk shakes his head. "Why would | do that?" 

| dunno. To keep their mouths shut, for one thing.” 

"That's what ball gags are for." 

"Jesus," James mutters. "I'm not joking. This is grade-A blackmail material we're talking about. How do you know 
one of these freaks won't come back asking for money? Make you shell out ten grand to keep quiet, then turn 


around and sell you out to TMZ for fifty." 


"Think those numbers are a litle off, but | get where you're coming from." 


"Thank fuck." 


"And you don't need to worry. | make sure to vet each of my subs thoroughly for exactly the reasons you 
mentioned." 


"The hell's a sub?" 


"A submissive," Kirk explains. "They're the ones who relinquish control for the duration of the scene. Scene 


being the most commonly used term for a session, in case you were wondering.’ 
What James is wondering right now could fill a fucking encyclopedia 


Is that what he is too, for instance? One of Kirk's private play-toys? A submissive without even realizing it? 
Because the more James thinks about everything he just heard, the more he begins to question the entirety 
of their relationship. 


Not like he and Kirk ever had a relationship. At least not to the extent that James had with Cliff or Jason or, 


more recently, Lars. 


Too many years (and too many drinks in the early ones) have gone by for him to remember exactly when or 
how it started. Or ended. It was one of those things that happened so naturally and subtly that he never 
stopped to question it. Never thought about it as anything other than when Kirk and | used fo mess around 
James was invariably drunk and Kirk invariably high. He assumed at the time that the lines of coke were the 
reason his guitarist was so aggressive despite the literal cock up his ass. Why Kirk insisted on straddling said 
cock instead of bending over the bed or throwing his legs over James’ shoulders. Why he pinned James’ wrists 
to the mattress with such force that James was forced to relax his hands completely to keep anything inside 
from snapping. Why James could only ever move beneath Kirk like a newly broken horse instead of the usual 
wild mustang. Until now, as it finally occurs to him that cocaine was not the source of Kirk's dominant 


tendencies, but merely the fuel--if even that. 

With this realization comes another, then another, and then yet another. They tumble down his gullet like 
swallowed ice cubes: too fast to chill or wound, leaving only the suggestion of discomfort and an inexplicable 
but lingering sense of relief. 

He was a puppet in Kirk's hands. 

He liked being a puppet in Kirk's hands. 


He misses being a puppet in Kirk's hands. 


Or maybe he just misses the excuse Kirk gave him to lay back and enjoy the ride while someone else took 


control for a change. A tight hole and a rowdy fuck with no effort required. James always did prefer the 


rough-handed cowgirl groupies over the adoring passive ones who let him do whatever he wanted. Gravitated 


toward anyone who gave off that unmistakable scent of aggression 

It's a totally reasonable explanation, he tells himself. Makes perfect sense when you think about it that way. 
Except that his stint in rehab and fourteen years of sobriety have given James a keen nose for 
rationalization.and the laziness excuse absolutely reeks of it. 


"You wanna know what really bothers me?" 


Kirk's eyebrows go up. Not in a way that would suggest genuine surprise or curiosity, but in an /m listening 


sort of way. Like he knows what James is about to say even before James does. 

“All that dungeon master shit." He puts up both hands, wanting his confession to be heard in full before Kirk 
inevitably shoots it full of holes and sends James home to stew in his guilt. "And | don't mean whatever you 
were wearing in those photos--even though that was fucking weird as hell. I'm talking about you torturing 


people. For fun." 


The only reason he stops there is to swallow the bile. Not to give Kirk the chance to reply, which of course 


Kirk does anyway. 

‘lm giving them what they want. What's wrong with that?" 

"You obviously enjoy it" The words taste bitter, but they feel perversely sweet coming out. Like only an 
indictment can. "You're getting off on it just as much as they are. Maybe more. Or else you wouldn't have 
spent a fortune on a secret dungeon and let your guests in for free. You wouldn't keep photos of them as 
fucking trophies. Their suffering is payment enough." He pauses to narrow his eyes. To really let it sink in. "Am 
| wrong?" 

"No," Kirk replies with unexpected calm. "Spot on, actually.” 


"That's fucking sick." 


"No its not. And you know its not. In fact, | suspect what really bothers you about this whole thing is that it 
doesn't bother you enough." 


"Hell are you talking about?" 
"It doesn't disturb you as much as you think it should. That's what scares you, James. Isn't it?" 
He feels his lips move, but nothing comes out. Feels his face grow hot. Fights the urge to run for the door. 


The only thing that stops him is the patience in Kirk's voice. 


"You don't have to answer," Kirk assures him. "l'm not trying to judge you, and I'm not trying to put you on 


the spot." 

"Guess | couldn't blame you if you did" 

"I just want you to take a good honest look at both of us right now." 

James stops himself before he can snark about the irony of the word honest. Wouldn't be fair, considering why 
Kirk kept his kinks a secret in the first place. And that he's still willing to open up to the man who condemned 
and berated him. He owes Kirk a lot more than just honesty. 


"Okay," is all he manages in reply. 


"There's a big difference between sadism in the traditional sense and sadism in the context of BDSM. Have you 


ever heard the term ‘safe, sane, consensual'?" 

"Can't say | have." 

Its the guiding principle for healthy BDSM activity. Sadism by itself is none of those things.” 

James strokes the tuft of hair on his chin, trying (and probably failing) to look thoughtful and studious instead 
of utterly confused The consensual part he can buy. Sane? Debatable, to say the least. But safe? Last time he 
checked the dictionary, the definition didn't mention anything about whips and paddles or the wounds they 
inflicted. 


"Maybe it would be easier if you showed me" 


This time Kirk does look surprised--but not nearly as surprised as James. Where in the blue fuck did that 


come from? 
"Are you serious?" Kirk asks. 


"| dunno, man. I'm trying to understand. | really am. Its just.hard to wrap my brain around semantics right 


now. 

"You want to see the dungeon for yourself?" 

James takes a moment to consider. Really consider. There's nothing he can do to mask his ambivalence, but he 
knows better than to give a hasty answer either way. He suspects Kirk would have made the same proposal 
eventually and wonders if suggesting it first was some unconscious attempt to assert control. But control over 


what? Over Kirk? Or over his own shame and uncertainty? 


No sense in agonizing over it all night, he tells himself. May as well get it over with. Bite the proverbial bullet. 


"| do. | wanna see it." 


He feels an unmistakable twinge in his groin as the corners of Kirk's lips turn upward. His host pushes back his 
chair, stands up, and gestures cordially toward the hallway leading downstairs. 


"On one condition," James adds. 
"Oh?" 


"Yeah." He rises to his feet and leans over the table, never more grateful to be a head taller than his 


guitarist. "There's no fucking way l'm calling you Master." 
Kirk chuckles. "Would make things pretty awkward onstage, wouldn't it?" 


"Just lead the way before | change my mind." 


To be continued. 


Concede, Concede...But Both Shall We Bleed 


Author's Notes: 
And down the rabbit hole we go.. 


It began as a room to store the vinyl records, comics, and horror film mementos that weren't already on 
display. When Kirk decided ten years ago to convert the space into his own personal dungeon, he had the entire 
basement renovated as well to deflect his bandmates’ attention. Heavy wooden doors--studded with nails 
forged by an actual blacksmith and iron knobs and lock plates salvaged from medieval castles--were installed 


on every downstairs room, rendering them identical at first glance. 


Just as he'd hoped, none of the guys suspected a thing. They never so much as jiggled the knob to make sure 


the "storage" room was still locked. 


He feels James’ icy gaze boring through him now as they descend the lushly carpeted stairs. Hears the short 
measured breaths that accompany each step, followed by the sharp, rhythmic echo of boot heels on the 


marble hallway floor. 
Always the Alpha Wolf, even at the mouth of another's den 


Where it might seem uncomfortable and oppressive to anyone else, Kirk can't help but find his bandmate's 
aggressive posturing oddly endearing..among other things. He slides the key into the antique lock, relishing the 
tingle that invariably accompanies the deep metallic tumble of steel bolts. Its particularly intense this time. 
Kirk doesn't waste time wondering why. He pulls the key back out and steps aside in deference to his guest. 


"After you." 

Interesting, the way James hesitates for a moment. Not like he's rethinking the whole idea. Not like he's about 
to turn tail and run. More like simple confusion, like someone who thought he knew his place and suddenly 
realizes he's lost. So much for storming his way inside like Kirk expected. Instead, James just stands there with 
a cryptic glint in his eyes. 

"You want me to go first?" 


"Wouldn't have said it otherwise." 


James blinks a few more times, then approaches the door. This time his heavy boots barely make a sound-- 


almost like James is unconsciously (or hell, maybe even deliberately) treading lightly in Kirk's presence. 


Interesting indeed. 


"Relax," Kirk whispers as James reaches at last for the knob. "I promise that no bats will come flying out" 
"You and your fucking Batman references." 
"Actually, that was a Dracula reference." 


Cue the eyeroll. Then a hollow clang and protracted creak as the door swings open. Kirk reaches in far enough 


to flip the bank of switches on the wall before stepping back again. 
"No fuckin’ way." 


Kirk's heart sinks. He should have expected this response. He did expect it, at first, then got his hopes up when 
James suggested they both come downstairs. Figures the latter would change his mind again at first glimpse. 


"you never told me you had this much space down here." 


Relief floods through him as quickly as it vanished. He'd mistaken James’ whispered tone for disgust, when 
instead his guest was merely awestruck. Now Kirk can barely bite back the smirk 


"Bigger than you expected?" 

"Man, it's fuckin’ huge." 

"That's what she said." 

James snorts. "Walked right into that one, didn't |?" 

"Sorry. Couldn't resist.” 

He watches and, sure enough, James’ posture softens. Almost imperceptibly so. Three decades of following him 
up the ramp onto the stage have given Kirk a cartographer's knowledge of their frontman's back and its 
imposing musculature. He can usually tell with one glance how tense or relaxed James is by the degree of 
strain on his eternally tight t-shirts. 

Humor always was a good ice breaker. 


"So, are you gonna give me the grand tour, or..what?" 


"Whatever you're most comfortable with," Kirk replies. "I suggest you take your time and move at your own 


pace." 


"Don't you have, like, rules down here?" 


Either its a lucky guess or James knows more about BDSM than he lets on. 
"Not right now, | don't. Not when we're just hanging out as friends." 
“Thought we were... 


"What?" 


More than friends. Kirk knows that's what James was about to say, and it soothes him to realize that James’ 
discovery hasn't put the brakes on their burgeoning relationship like Kirk had initially feared. 


"Nothing." James waves it off like a stray thought that tried to buzz its way into their conversation. "I just 
meant..you know..am | allowed to touch anything, or is this place strictly hands off?" 


"Technically? Depends on the dynamic of the scene." 

"Meaning what?" 

‘Is complicated, but basically, whether I'm Domming or subbing.’ 

"Hang on. You mean, you don't always..." 

Kirk grins. 

"Usually. But not always." 

James shakes his head. "You just keep on surprising me, Hammett." 

"To answer your original question, yes. You're allowed to touch anything you want unless | say otherwise." 
“Anything, as in..anything?" 

"Unless | say otherwise," he reiterates. "If it looks dangerous, it is. So treat it accordingly.” 

Normally James would take that as a challenge. Or at least pretend to. Instead, he keeps his distance as he 
slowly makes his way around the perimeter of the room, as if there were an invisible velvet rope cordoning 
off the implements displayed meticulously on the walls. Kirk wonders if James is remembering the various 
museums they've visited over the years. The torture chamber in Madame Tussaud's, for instance. He wishes 
in retrospect that he'd dragged James along "just for the hell of it" to one of the dungeons he used to 


frequent before he built his own. He could have gauged James’ reaction on neutral ground. Answered any 


questions and confronted any judgments before it got personal. Maybe James would feel more comfortable now 


if they had. 


Maybe they would both feel more comfortable if Kirk weren't just standing there watching. 

He strolls over to the bar and pulls two bottles of sparkling water from the fridge. The alcohol was removed 
in anticipation of James’ visit, something Kirk almost didn't bother doing because he didn't think James would 

accept his invitation (much less beat him to the punch). He uncaps both, then settles into the velvet sofa to 
observe his guest from a more subtle vantage point. 

James, meanwhile, has paused before the gilded armoire next to the bed 

"What's in here?" 

Among other things, the harness that Kirk wore the night those infamous photos were taken. 

"I could tell you.." he takes a casual sip to mask the pang of nervousness, "or you could see for yourself” 

"Is that an order?" 


"Just a suggestion" 


James looks oddly disappointed by the answer, which surprises Kirk as much as the question itself. Especially 
after Kirk let slip that he's not exclusively dominant. Does James still expect to be ordered around down here? 


Moreover, does James want to be ordered around? 

"Go ahead. Open it." 

James relaxes his hands for the first time since he entered the room. They've been clamped behind his back-- 
fingers encircling the opposite wrist like a shackle--as if he were literally restraining himself. Even though he 
was given express permission to Touch anything he wants. 

"| said open it." 

Its not a command. Not exactly. More like a gentle clarification, but it's enough to finally snap James out of his 
hesitation. Kirk can't see the expression on his face when he opens the doors a moment later, but he can hear 
the telltale hitch of breath. 

"Dude..is that a straightjacket?" 


"Sure is." 


"ls it real?" 


"How do you mean?" 
"Y'know, like..is it from an actual.." 


"Sanitarium?" Kirk asks with a chuckle. "Nah. | had that one custom made, just like everything else in this 


cabinet. A real straightjacket would have required extensive modifications to make it safe for play.’ 
"Meaning what?" 

Kirk puts his drink aside and joins James in front of the armoire. The straightjacket occupies the place of 
honor inside, and he feels his fingertips tingle with excitement as they unbuckle the straps and pull the 
garment free of the mannequin torso he uses for display. "All of my restraints have a failsafe," he explains, 
unturling the jacket to reveal a hidden cord, "so that the occupant has a way to free themselves if | were 


unable to do so." 


He waits for James to ask if that's ever happened, but those blue eyes are fixed on the leather closures with 


the same rapt fascination usually reserved for a fretboard, 


"Also helps me get the occupant out quicker if they safeword or if we need to stop the scene abruptly for 


any other reason 

"You ever worn this thing?" 

"Of course. | test every failsafe myself." 

"No." James reaches for the jacket, a grin teasing at his lips as Kirk hands it over. "Have you ever worn it?" 
"During play, you mean?" 

James nods. 

"Maybe once or twice." 

"| dunno, Hammett." Kirk feels another thrum of excitement in his bones as the open jacket is pressed to his 
ribcage. He has to stifle the urge to slide his arms into the sleeves. "Looks kinda big on you. Plus there's that 
secret cord. How do | know you wouldn't pull a Houdini on me?" 

"Escape would be the last thing on my mind in that scenario." 


There's a heavy beat of silence before James asks, "we speaking hypothetically here?" 


You tell me. 


"Every scenario is hypothetical at this point," Kirk replies instead. "Consider this a simple introduction A meet- 
and-greet, if you will. No further obligation on either of our parts..unless we want there to be." 


Another beat, and an undefinable glint in those blue eyes. 

"What if | want there to be?" 

"James..." 

"Not hypothetically." He hands the straightjacket to Kirk and proceeds to walk slowly around the edges of the 
four-poster bed, thumbs hooked over each side of his belt buckle as his gaze moves between the restraints 
displayed on the wall and their corresponding attachment points. "Seriously. What would you say if | told you | 
want to take this a little bit further?" 

Kirk blinks. He was not expecting that response from James. At least not so soon after the foot-dragging and 
hesitations. He can smell his bandmate's excitement in the air, heady and unmistakable, but the motives behind 
it are far less clear. 

First, | would ask you why." 

"Told you. Because | want to." 

He puts up a hand. "Then, | would explain that it's never that simple. You need to take a good, hard look inside 
and think about why you want it. I'm talking total and possibly painful honesty with yourself. And with me, once 
you're ready to share those reasons." 

"You sound suspicious." 

Can you blame me? 

"I'd be saying the same thing to anyone else right now. This is not something you should dive into casually. Or 
recklessly. The whys always come before the whats." Kirk walks back over to the sofa and polishes off his 
water. "But considering your initial reaction, | can't help but worry that you're humoring me now just to make 
peace." 

"l'm not--" 

"I forgive you." He lets the words hang in the air between them before he continues. "It took a lot of balls and 
a lot of humility for you to come this far, and | appreciate that. | know you're sorry. You don't need to keep 


proving it." 


"That's not what I'm doing here." 


"Are you sure?" 

James sighs. His hands drop momentarily to his sides before he shoves them into his pockets 
‘Look Ill be honest." 

"Good, because | refuse to accept any less while we're in this room’ 

"| don't know why | came down here" 

"Then you definitely aren't ready for the next step" 


"No, wait, | didn't mean it like that." Another sigh as James points to one of the bar stools. "You mind if | sit 
down for this?" 


Kirk opens the second bottle of water, remembering a sip too late that he intended it for his guest. He's 
usually much better at keeping his cool down here. Keeping his emotions from yo-yo-ing between 
disappointment and relief. Normally, he could send a prospective scene partner packing with no regrets. Even 
ones he's known intimately for years. Why should James be any different? 

The answer is both painfully obvious and hopelessly complex. 

"Not at all" He shoves himself up from the cushions. "Want some water?" 


"Just the regular kind, if you've got any." 


They sit in heavy, charged silence for several moments as James gathers the thoughts inside his head and 
decides which best to reveal first. Or at least that's what the furrowed brow seems to suggest. 


"| should've said | don't know exactly why | came down here," he begins. "| don't have one specific reason. Yes, 
there's a part of me that wants to make amends. There's a part of me that feels obligated out of love or 
friendship or whatever to give this a chance." 

"James, man, | appreciate that, but--" 

"Lemme finish. Okay?" 


"Of course.” 


"I know you don't need me to prove anything, but maybe | want to. Like really deep down want to. Like I'm not 


going to be able to shake off the guilt and feel better until | do. That make sense?" 


Kirk nods. 


"And then there's curiosity," James goes on "Simple fucking curiosity. Or maybe not so simple.what the fuck 
do | know? | just wanted to see for myself. Try to understand it better. There was only one way to find out 
how the real thing compared to all the crazy shit running through my mina." 

"And how has it?" 

"Too early to tell." 


That damn smile. One flash, and Kirk can already feel his resolve melting like butter in the pan. 


"Of all the reasons you mentioned for wanting to take this further, which do you feel is the most compelling? 
Which one is the loudest and the strongest right n--?" 


"Curiosity." 

"I was about to say take your time and think about it 

"Don't have to," James insists. "lf | did, the answer would be the same. Curiosity. You have your own custom 
straightjacket. You have a bed with a cage and fuckin’ chains and pulleys and shit attached to it. | mean, sure, 
it still kinda freaks me out. Feels like l'm flashing back to the Until It Sleeps video--especially with that big 
wooden X-shaped deal in the corner over there. But | can see how much it excites you, just being down here. 
Just talking about it. | can only imagine how excited you get actually doing this stuff with someone else." 


"And you wanna do more than just imagine." 


He expects the smile to widen into that blinding grin. Or a heavy tattooed hand to alight on his own and its 


calloused fingertips to start working their magic. Instead, James merely nods. 
"Well, there's watching, and then there's participating.” 

"Participating." 

Kirk chuckles. "No thinking needed for that one either?" 


"Unless watching is a pre-requisite, I'd rather not sit here beating my meat while you flog some complete 
stranger. And | definitely don't wanna be around if it's someone | know." 


"You'd feel more comfortable if it were just the two of us?" 
"Call me selfish." 


"But would you feel more comfortable?" 


James glances down, thumbnail picking at the label on his water bottle. "That too." 
"So would |," Kirk admits. "The simpler the introduction, the better." 
"But not foo simple." 


The tone is at once teasing and insistent. If James is bluffing to trick his host into allowing him to pay his 


penance, he's doing a damn good job. Good enough to be rewarded, even 
Not so fast, Kirk reminds himself. 

"This is probably a good time to ask what you have in mind" 

"The straightjacket." 


"Gotta be more specific," he says with a chuckle. "It's a restraint, not a tool. Any number of things can happen 


once the sub is wearing it" 

"Yeah. Stuff | haven't even learned yet. So maybe you should just. dunno, surprise me." 

"What do you mean?" 

James shifts his weight on the stool, the way he does in rehearsal whenever he's anxious to try out a new 
riff. Restless. Ants in his pants. "You know. Whatever you usually do to first-timers when you strap them into 
that thing." 

Hang on. 


"YOU want to sub?" 


It comes out with absolutely no warning and even less decorum. All Kirk can do is flinch at the sound of his 


own voice. Fortunately, James seems unfazed. 


"Well, yeah." He pushes his water aside and points to the array of floggers. "There's no way I'm whipping your 
ass without any training. I'd be so scared of putting you in the hospital, you'd barely even feel it" 


Fair point. James could certainly do some damage if he lost control. At least he used to. These days, he tends 
to err on the side of caution His "hardest" lashes might indeed be frustratingly gentle taps. 


"Not to beat a dead horse here, but an hour ago, you were disturbed by the very idea of me flogging 


someone for pleasure. Now you want me to do it to you?" 


"| won't know how much is too much until | feel it for myself." 
"Are you sure this isn't an excuse--" 
"No excuses," James insists. "No bullshit, | swear. | really do wanna know what it feels like. | wanna find out 


what my limits are. And what your limits are. | wanna watch you swing..whatever you decide to swing..and | 


wanna be the person it lands on. How much clearer do | have to be?" 

"All right.” 

"All right, what?" 

Kirk stands up. A bolt of excitement shoots through him when James mirrors the motion. He always was 
surprisingly pliant for such an imposing figure. Just takes the right circumstances, apparently. The right mood. 
The right comfort level. 

The right company. 

"Let's take the next step." 

James barely bites back a grin. “Which is?" 


"Negotiations." 


The grin drops away as quickly as it appeared. 


To be continued. 


Allure, Allure..Sweetness Obscure 


Author's Notes: 
Negotiations..and a bit more. Last stop before we descend into full-on play. So if that isn't your thing, feel free 
to hop off the bus while you still can. ;) Otherwise, buckle up (no pun intended) and enjoy! 


The longer Kirk is away, the heavier the cuffs seem to feel. 


Repurposed guitar straps. James recognized the pattern on the leatherwork right away when his host opened 
the bedside drawer and instructed him to choose his first set of restraints. (For safety reasons, traditional 
police issue handcuffs were not among the options. Much to James’ chagrin) He picked these not only because 
he figured Kirk would appreciate the symbolism, but because the strap came from one of Kirk's earliest 
guitars. With the reminder came that old excitement. That unnamed feeling he felt the first time he watched 
Kirk pull that strap over his head after a show and immediately do likewise with his sweat-soaked shirt. He 
wonders now if Kirk had the same memory. If that's why he smiled so approvingly when James made his 


selection. 


He insisted James put them on before the scene began. Supposedly it was to make sure James was 
comfortable with the sensation--as if Metallica's frontman had never worn leather or wristbands before--but 
James suspects that was merely a formality. Kirk wanted a taste. An appetizer. Something to both stave off 


and deepen his hunger before the main course. 
Makes two of them. 


That was half an hour ago. Now his wrists are really starting to sweat. He works his fingers between leather 
and skin before the clink of the connecting chain reminds him of the first instruction he was given before Kirk 


went upstairs: no fidgeting with the restraints. 
Or what? James asked. 
Or youll be punished, was the reply. 


Which is a blatant dare if ever he heard one. 


The second instruction was to remain seated on the sofa, reviewing the terms of their agreement, until his 
host returns. 


James’ gaze flicks to the ring of tiny red lights in the corner of the ceiling. He fights back a smirk as he 
imagines Kirk watching from elsewhere in the house. Probably his bedroom closet while he changes into his 


velvet tux and Dracula cape. He assured James that the surveillance camera was "for his own safety" while 


alone in the dungeon, and that it would be switched off as soon as he returned. 
Good thing, considering the first stipulation on James’ list of hard limits: 

No photos. 

"No kidding!" Kirk gave a wry chuckle as soon as he read it. 


The surveillance, however, was non-negotiable. James only pretended to protest that one because he knew Kirk 
expected him to. Wanted him to. It was how they came to the subject of punishment, and what will happen if 


James misbehaves while his host is away. 
Speaking of dares. And expectations. 


Tempting as it is, he knows better than to toss the clipboard aside and circle the room again, touching things 
just for the hell of it. There's a huge difference between disobedience and disrespect. He resolves to read 
through the list one more time before succumbing to the gravitational pull of the object he genuinely wants to 


touch. 


A hard limit, as Kirk described it, is anything a scene participant is unwilling to do under any circumstances. It's 
normal for a first-timers No list to far outnumber the things they are willing to do or at least consider. 
Sometimes activities get added after the sub tries and discovers he doesn't like them. What usually happens 


with experience, however, is that the list gradually dwindles down to just a few absolutes. 

James told Kirk not to get his hopes up there. His reply was a cryptic "likewise." 

Second item on the list, scrawled in bold angry letters: NO FIRE. 

Kirk knew better than anyone not to snark at that one. He simply nodded and pointed to the same words at the 
top of his own list. That stipulation was immediately expanded to include no branding, no scalding, and even no 
hot wax. Just reading those words sends a phantom sting along the skin of his pyro-scarred arm, so James 
moves on immediately. 


No piss or shit. 


Ditto on Kirk's list, although he referred to them as watersports and scat play. James shakes his head. Thank 
fuck they're in agreement on that one. Disgusting by any other name is still disgusting. 


No dressing up like a baby. 
Age Play, Kirk called it, although James doesn't recall seeing that particular term on his host's list. But he 


could tell by the smirk when he mentioned the diaper-wearing, pacifier-sucking freak they saw on Fremont 


Street the last time Metallica played Vegas that Kirk's feelings weren't the least bit hurt by James’ refusal to 


give that kink a try. 
No pretending to be a dog. 


Which at least one sub has already done, if the leash and collar he found in one of the drawers are any 
indication. Pet Play. Or Animal Play, Kirk added, for those who prefer not to limit their choices to domestic 
species. He started to explain how this was not to be confused with Furries, and definitely not the same as 


bestiality, before James put up a warning hand and grabbed the pencil to scribble a clarification: 
No costumes or role play of any kind. 


He almost underlined it for emphasis. Then he realized the straightjacket could technically fall under that 
category--especially if Kirk were to don a lab coat, bust out that machine with the electrodes attached, and 
suggest they play Sanitarium--and put the pencil back down. "Not tonight, anyway.” 


‘OF course," Kirk replied, adding some quick notes to his own list. "Like | said, its better to keep things as simple 
as possible the first time around. That's why | refuse to have sex during the initial scene." 


"Fine by me." 


Although James now feels a pang of disappointment, despite their initial agreement. The thought of being 
fucked while his hands are cuffed disturbed him at first. Reminded him too much of rape. Then, once he 
pushed the basement scene from Pulp Fiction and various episodes of 0z from his head and replaced them 
with the memories of Kirk pinning his wrists to the mattress, the aversion softened into a familiar excitement. 


One that he tries his damnedest not to dwell on as he moves down to the last two noes on his list. 
Nothing that interferes with music. 


In other words, nothing that could potentially impair his ability to sing or play guitar. No choking and no bending 
or stretching limbs to the point of injury. No brainer. 


No marks in visible places. 


And no need to explain that one to Kirk either. Thankfully they won't be back on tour for another few months, 
so there's no need to worry about Lars or Rob accidentally catching sight of welts and bruises backstage. Or 


the audience, since his shirtless performances have become fewer and further between with age anyway. 


James had expected the list to be much longer when Kirk first handed him the clipboard. He almost asked if 
they could walk around the room instead so that he could point at various things and say "sure," "maybe," or 
"no fucking way." But, turns out, that's not how it's done. There was so much legalese in Kirk's explanation of 
the more formal Dom-sub agreements that it felt for a moment like they were back in some music exec's 
office, negotiating a record deal. Thankfully Kirk was willing to make an exception in their case and pare the 


process down to the bare essentials. 


Like hard limits, time outs, safe words, and how to address each other. 

Much as they made him groan inwardly, these formalities were a comfort. They soothed his irrational but 
still-lingering fears. But the more time wears on without a reappearance from his host, the more impatient 
James becomes--and the more he begins to see the negotiation points as opportunities to fuck with Kirk. 

He slowly glances up from the clipboard and gives the camera his most devious Joker grin 

He tosses the list aside. Fake yawns. Makes a show of stretching his arms and shoulders as far as the 
manacles will allow. Stretches his legs out in front of him. Massages each knee in turn as if they're bothering 
him, then stands up and does likewise with each thigh. Pretends to get the blood flowing again by pacing in 
increasingly larger circles until he just happens to be standing in front of the open armoire with the 
straightjacket inside. 

He keeps moving, because that's not what caught his eye this time. 

He's within arm's reach of the newest object of his fascination when the dungeon door creaks open behind him. 


"James." 


They agreed he would be addressed by his own name. No diminutives. When he wondered aloud how he would 


know whether Kirk was speaking to him in- or out-of-character, Kirk gave him a teasing smile. 
In other words: you'll know when it happens 


Like right now. His host's eternally boyish voice has taken on a certain.edge. A subtle but unmistakable change 
in depth and timbre that James immediately recognizes as the voice of authority. 


"Mister Hammett," he replies smugly, without turning around. 

Their scene has officially begun. 

"| don't remember giving you permission to address me that way." The sharp echo of boot heels on the marble 
floor sends shivers down James’ back, a sensation that only intensifies once those footfalls are muffled by the 
dungeon's carpet. He looks down at his own boots and wonders if they elicited the same reaction from Kirk 
when they first came down here. If Kirk changed into hard soles specifically for that purpose. "Did |?" 

"Not exactly, but--" 


"What was that?" 


"No, Sir." The word sounds foreign but slips from his mouth with surprising ease. "You never gave me 


permission to use your name." 

More muffled footsteps. His breath hitches as he feels the heat of Kirk's on the back of his neck. 
"Then why did you do it?" 

"| like the way it sounds." 

‘Is that the only reason?" 

"No, Sir." James swallows against the urge to smirk. "I also wanted to see how you'd react." 

Silence. Then a low chuckle that elicits a full-body shiver. 

"And is this the reaction you expected?" 

No. This is even better. 

| honestly have no idea what to expect from anything we're about to do." 

The heat leaves James’ neck as his host steps back, replaced a second later with Kirk's hands on his shoulders. 
They travel slowly down his arms, gentle but surprisingly strong, fingernails grazing flesh and raising 
goosebumps in their wake. 

"Which is why | forgive you, even though you have yet to apologize for that little indiscretion--" 
‘Im sorry, Sir." 


"--and why I'll be cutting you extra slack this evening. Punishment is reserved for genuine disobedience, not 


inexperience." 

"Thank you, Sir." 

"Now let me ask you this: did | give you permission to get up and walk around?" 

James defiantly shakes his head. "No, Sir." 

"Then why are you not still seated on the sofa where | left you?" Kirk grips the leather cuffs, calloused 
fingertips slipping beneath them to check the tightness, before he gives the connecting chain a tug. James 
catches his breath again. The closest he can come to describing the sensation is if someone struck a tuning 


fork against every tendon in his wrists at once. "Did you forget, or are you deliberately disobeying me?" 


"| did not forget." He pauses an extra beat before adding the "Sir". 


"Well. | appreciate your honesty, James, as well as your restraint. No pun intended. | expected you to turn 


around and face me as soon as | came down here. ls there any specific reason why you haven't?" 
‘I'm waiting for your permission” 


"Good answer." Kirk lets go of the chain and pats James affectionately on the shoulders. "You may turn around 


now. 

His unspoken reaction may as well be flashing above his head in neon letters, judging by Kirk's chuckle. 

"Let me guess. You were expecting fangs." 

"Not..fangs, necessarily... 

"You wouldn't be the first," his host assures him. "And in case you're wondering, | never dress up as Kirk von 
Hammett during a session | firmly believe in my keeping public and private roles separate. Hope you're not 


disappointed." 


Part of James wonders if that's a loaded comment. The other part is struggling to form a coherent thought 
while the blood is swiftly draining into lower regions of his body. 


"Of course not. You look." Skin-tight leather pants. A loose silk shirt, halfway unbuttoned, that shimmers and 


moves like liquid. Black eyeliner, subtle and impeccably smudged. "Fucking amazing." 

Understatement of the year. 

"Thank you, James." He steps closer, then trails a finger along James’ belt buckle. Not idly. More like he's 
appraising it-- fuck, that would hurt lke helll--as a possible play toy. "By the way, | notice you've dropped the 
Sirs." 


"Shit! | mean sorry. I'm sorry, Sir." 


"No need to apologize for that. | actually prefer they be used sparingly, like we discussed. Too many would 
diminish the intended effect." 


So then you only mentioned it to watch me cringe. 
"Which is?" James asks instead. 


"An expression of your utmost respect," Kirk replies. "With perhaps a touch of reverence." 


‘ls that a hint?" 


Those dark eyes narrow. "Depends on what you think l'm hinting at" 

"That | could use some practice with both." 

''m glad to hear you say that, James. Because that's exactly what you're about to get" 

Before he can decide whether to say yes, Sir or thank you, Sir, a flare of pain shoots straight up his wrists and 
out his shoulders. Kirk yanked downward on the manacle chain. He's now holding the cuffs at knee-level, forcing 
James to hunch like a prisoner as he's marched back over to the sofa. 

Kirk points. James sits. 

"Have you already forgotten what that gesture means?" 

Fuck! Pointing at the floor means kneel, not sit, you dumbass 

So James kneels. 

"Sorry, Sir. | was distracted." 

"By what?" 

Where to fucking start? 

| meant startled." 

"By the pain?" 

"Yes, Sir. Could've used a warning is all." 

He regrets it as soon as he says it. 


"I'm the one who should apologize," Kirk replies. "I sometimes forget we're not as young as we used to be, and 


we did agree not to injure your arms." 

"My arms are just fine. See?" 

The slap comes out of nowhere and stings his knuckles like a hornet. 

"Then you'll have no problem keeping them down where they belong. Will you?" 


"No, Sir.” 


The sting has already dulled to a delicious tingle. James can feel the endorphins racing through his body now. 


Imagines them as a billion tiny fireworks exploding in his veins. 

"Promise me you'll call a time out if | forget any other part of our negotiations." 

"Of course." 

Kirk makes the time-out signal. James assumes he's reiterating the point until he realizes his host's expression 
has transformed completely, almost like he removed a mask. This is a real time-out. A temporary dropping of 
both roles. Different from a safe word in that it can be called for any reason, not just the sub's distress. Kirk 
insisted it was imperative for their first scene together. 

I'm serious, dude. | need to hear you promise." 

The earnestness behind the words tugs hard at James’ guilt. 

"| promise." 

"Still remember your safe word?" 

It wasn't as easy to choose one as James would have anticipated. First word to pop into his head was Batman, 
just to tease Kirk about all the references earlier. As if he hadn't disrespected his host enough already. So he 


immediately nixed that idea. Almost went with Beetlejuice instead before he realized it would just remind Kirk of 


their argument the other night. That would be even worse. His third choice was Nosferatu, in reference to one 
of Kirk's other favorite guitars, but Kirk voted it down because it began with the word "no" and therefore had 
too much potential for confusion James wracked his brain for several more minutes until he came up with one 
they could both agree on. And that seemed particularly apt for the darkness they were about to explore. 
"Sandman" 

Exit light. Enter night. 

"Good. Promise you'll use it if things get too intense." 

"Can't imagine | would need to." 

"You might be surprised. In fact, you probably will be surprised. So promise me." 


"| promise." 


"Thanks, man." 


And just like that, too quick and subtle to catch, Kirk is gone and Mister Hammett is back in his place. 
"Hold up your hands," he instructs. 


The connecting chain is removed, leaving the gleaming D-rings on the cuffs free to be attached to various 


other restraints. James lowers his arms again without having to be told 
Now you can sit on the sofa’ 

"Thank you, Sir’ 

"Take off your belt and hand it to me. Just your belt" 


James pulls it free of the loops and holds it out loosely. Kirk shakes his head. James folds the leather neatly 


over itself over itself before presenting it again. His reward is an approving nod. 

| see you're good at recognizing unspoken cues. Now do the same with your boots." 

He can't help remembering the handful of times they were arrested for disorderly conduct in their pre- 
stardom days. (More specifically, the Mustaine days.) Surrendered their belts and shoelaces, then sat their 
asses in a holding cell for countless hours. He hopes to fuck that's not Kirk's idea of punishment. 

"Anything else, Sir?" as the boots are taken from his offered hands. 


"How attached are you to that shirt?" 


"Uh." Why the hell would Kirk phrase the question like that? It's just a cheap black tee. Came in a plastic- 


wrapped Hanes four pack "Not.very. Not at all, | mean | have a shitload more at home” 
"That's what | thought, but | wanted to make sure 

"Want me to toke it off too?" 

"No. | want you to stand up now. Keep your hands at your sides. 


James wonders if Kirk at least has a police uniform on hand, if not the steel cuffs to go with it. The view 


alone would be worth the investment. To say nothing of the adrenaline rush of compliance. 
“Anything in your pockets, James?" 
"Yeah, here, let me--" 


Kirk snaps the belt against itself. 


"What did | just say?" 


"Hands," James gasps, swallowing against his pounding heart. He barely hears the word over the squeal of his 


eardrums. "Hands at my sides." 

"Wrong. Try again" 

His brows furrow instinctively before he recognizes the mistake. 
"Keep ‘em at my sides." 


Kirk's expression is as inscrutable as the silence that follows. Then he nods, lowering the belt, and James 


doesn't know whether to be relieved or disappointed 

"Close enough. Just make sure you pay very close attention to my instructions from now on" 
"Yes, Sir. And l'm s--" 

"I also asked if there was anything in your pockets." 


"Shit! | mean, sorry." James has already given up on deliberately provoking his host. No need when it keeps 
happening accidentally. "Just the usual. Wallet, keys..bandanna, of course." 


"Is that all?" 

"think." 

Their eyes remain locked as Kirk reaches behind James. His cock twitches the second those nimble fingers slide 
into his back pockets, lingering against his ass for a maddening half second before they pluck out the contents. 
Including the one item that James indeed forgot. Kirk holds it up, then taps the handle gently against James' 
chest. Just below his nipple. 

"Did you bring this for me?" he teases. 

James opens his mouth in denial, then realizes just in time that its a trick. 


"Yes, Sir. | thought you might find it useful." 


‘Normally | would." Kirk examines the knife, light glinting off steel as he runs his thumb along the edge of the 
blade before folding it back up and tossing it aside. "But since this is our first scene.." 


"No blood play. | remember." 


‘Very good, James. At least you brought me something else | can use.” 
The black bandanna. 

"| thought gags were off limits too.” 

"Absolutely right. And do you remember why?" 

"In case | use the safe word. You don't want anything in the way” 


"Precisely." He leans in and whispers it, drawing out the middle syllable as if instinctively aware that the hiss 
would stiffen James’ cock in an instant. "Now. Did either of our lists say No Blindfolds?" 


Fuck yeah! 
Or rather, no. But fuck yeahl! 
"No, Sir. Blindfolds are permitted." 


"Then close your eyes and lower your head" 
Yy Y Y 


To be continued. 


Abide, Abide..Secrets Inside 
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Oh, but those baby blues would look pretty blinking helplessly above a gag, wouldn't they? 


The bandanna would be too flimsy for a mouth that big. A ball gag would shut James up for sure, but Kirk 
doesn't want to risk damaging his sub's temporomandibular joints, no matter how much exercise that jaw 
otherwise gets behind the microphone. Now, what could be a good compromise?..ahal Duct tape. The kind that 
looks exactly like the real thing but is designed specifically for bondage so that nobody's facial hair gets ripped 
out. James needn't know the difference. 


Maybe next time. 


Kirk flicks the slapper against his own palm as a reminder not to get ahead of himself. There may not even be 


a next time. He shouldn't even assume that James will make it all the way through this session 


He places the slapper back down on the stainless steel tray. There are two other implements arrayed there, 
not counting the confiscated belt and knife. Little does James know that Kirk has plans for those too. Little does 
James know about anything Kirk has planned. He insisted as much. Agreed empathically to the blindfold because 
it would give him the added thrill of the unknown. They were thinking along the exact same lines there. But 
now, as Kirk tests the second implement against his palm and watches James flinch reflexively out of the 


corner of his eye, he wonders if they mutually overestimated James’ enthusiasm. 


Another perk of the blindfold? James can't see the hesitation betraying his host's otherwise steely fagade. He 


won't have his excitement compromised by the sight of the imposing Mister Hammett second-quessing himself. 
"Sir?" 
Kirk stifles the sigh but can do nothing about the familiar sinking feeling. 


"Yes, James?" 


"| was just wondering." He trails off, all four restraints clinking in unison as he shifts his weight. 
"Wondering what?" 

A charged, itchy silence. Then, "never mind" 

"There are no never minds down here, remember?" 

James nods. 

"Are you trying to tell me you need a time out?" 

"No, Sir. l'm just.wondering when.y'know. When we can get started." 


There it is again. That wonderful full-body flood of relief. Kirk barely manages to translate the accompanying 


laugh into a sinister one in time for the intended effect. 

"Oh, but we have gotten started. You know that" 

"Yeah, but." 

Kirk tucks one of the items into his back pocket and strolls over to the St. Andrew's Cross that he caught 
James admiring when he came back to the dungeon. The "big wooden X-shaped deal," James called it earlier. 
Although he made no further mention, Kirk could tell by the way his bandmate's eyes kept flicking in that 
direction that James was utterly fascinated. And since James was making such an effort to obey despite his 
anti-authoritarian nature, Kirk decided to reward his sub accordingly and marched him over to the cross as 


soon as the blindfold was tied. 


He'll never forget the hitch of breath as he pressed James’ palms to the rough, heavy wood and instructed 
him to spread his legs. Makes him hard just remembering the sound. 


Thank fuck for blindfolds indeed. 

"But what?" he teases. "Is someone getting impatient?" 
A nervous chuckle. "Yeah, you could say that.” 

"hm sorry?" 

"| mean, yes. Sir. I'm getting impat--" 


"What do you think is going to happen if you keep fidgeting and complaining like this?" 


"Nothing," James replies. "Literally." 

"Exactly." 

| was also about to say that l'm kinda scared too." 

This time, there's no nervous flip of Kirk's stomach. He can tell by James’ tone that he isn't scared-scared. 
More like excited-scared. About to take the stage with other members of the Big Four for an unprecedented 
performance scared. Good scared. 

But he would be remiss not to ask anyway. 

"Are you sure you don't need to stop?" 

"Absolutely fucking sure." 

Music to Kirk's ears. He leans in, savoring the realization that for once he doesn't have to stand on his toes or 
tilt back his head. If his normally towering frontman weren't blindfolded and facing away, they would be eye- 
to-eye right now. Kirk resists the urge to press his nose into that silvery hair. To drag his lips teasingly up 
the side of James’ neck and nip at an earlobe. They already agreed that tonight's session has nothing to do 
with sex. He can't defy their negotiations or exploit James’ trust like that. He can, however, take full advantage 
of their current positions in every other way. Like watching James shiver as he whispers onto his sweat- 
dampened skin. 

"Is that why you're so eager to get started, then? So you can bite the bullet already?" 

"Partly, yeah. But mostly...” 

Another exhalation. Another beautiful shiver. 

"lm listening." 

"Mostly | just want it. Really want it” 

Oh fuck yeah. This is actually happening. 

"Then say please." 

James swallows hard. "Please, Sir. I'm ready." 

There's not a chemical high on earth that could rival the exhilaration of those four simple words. Kirk catches 


his breath as the rush flows through him, intensified to almost dizzying levels by the element of disbelief. 


From cold hard condemnation to quivering submission in two short hours..he never would have believed that 


was possible. He almost makes James repeat himself just to make sure he's not dreaming. Instead, he reaches 
beneath the hem of James’ t-shirt and trails his calloused fingertips along the flesh beneath. Smiles as 
gooseflesh rises in their wake. Feels his groin tighten as his captive's breath skips and hitches at the touch. 
"Ticklish, are we?" 

All four manacles clank in response. "Little bit." 

"| need you to hold perfectly still. Can you do that?" 

If you need me to, Sir.” 

"Not going to ask why?" 

| trust you." 

Kirk closes his eyes and swallows against the lump in his throat. He wonders if James understands just how 
sacred that concept really is. How beautiful it sounds coming from a once-scorring mouth. How Kirk's heart 


swells with gratitude at the realization. 


"Good. Because that's what submission is all about.” He pushes the shirt up to reveal several inches of skin, 


then reaches into his back pocket. "Now hold still." 
James’ jaw clenches as Kirk flicks open the knife. 


"That's it," he purrs, gently touching cold steel to warm flesh. Only the dull side of the blade for now. "Niiiiice 
and still. Just like that." 


"Thought you promised no blood," James whispers. 

"| promised not to cut you intentionally. Whether or not | draw blood is up to you." 

Its a bluff. Kirk would never dream of being so careless with a sub. He says it only to put James further on 
edge, to test his nerves as he drags the blunt steel across his captive's back It trails a faint white line that 
disappears almost instantly. One flinch and the blade goes away for good. But James holds fast. There's only 
the slightest tensing of his shoulders to betray the sensation. 

"Still trust me?" 


"Yes, Sir" 


Kirk turns the blade over, holding the sharp end at a slight angle. His touch is even lighter this time. There's 


the same white pressure trail, only thinner and much more faint. Still no hint of movement. No hint of fear 


but the pulse fluttering beneath that clenched jaw. He waits until he's well clear of the spine before he rotates 
the blade again. Skims the point along the swell of flesh above James’ waistband. Admires the dimple it makes 
as he holds it there for a few precarious seconds. Admires even more the lack of movement, even after he 
lifts the blade away. 

"Did you like that?" 

Silence, followed by an almost inaudible "yes, Sir." 

"Want me to keep going?" 

"Please, Sir." 

Kirk chuckles. "Then I'll need a lot more skin than we have right here." 

He tugs the shirt back down and hooks the blade beneath the hem, making one tiny slice before he jabs the 
blade into the heavy wooden beam. James startles at the sound, just as Kirk intended. He seizes the unguarded 
moment to grasp the fabric and tear it the rest of the way up with his bare fists. 

"Oh fuckl.." James gasps. 

"Now you know why | asked about the shirt” 

No reply, other than a low, rumbling groan that Kirk hasn't heard in decades but recognizes instantly. The 
sound James used to make when Kirk would push him down against the mattress. If only he'd known how much 
James enjoyed having his shirt torn off, he would've done it a hell of a lot sooner. 

Kirk banishes the thought as quickly as it came. At this moment, they are neither bandmates nor former 
lovers. At this moment, they are only Dominant and submissive. Now is not the time to get distracted by 
nostalgia. 

James’ glistening naked back, however? 

Yeah. Good luck staying focused with that on display. 

Or just look at him like any other sub, Kirk reminds himself. An expanse of flesh stretched before him like a 
living canvas, waiting to be painted in stripes of red and swathes of black and blue. Muscles tensing in 
anticipation. Limbs that move only at their master's will, as if James' body were a mere puppet. 


If only it were that simple. 


For now, he'll pretend it is. And if things get too personal before the scene is over, well..thats actually never 


happened down here before. No experience to look to for guidance. 


"Wh--what about the jeans?" James pipes up. 
Guess they'll cross that bridge if they come to it. 


"Be a shame to dull that knife," Kirk teases without missing a beat, "so those may have to come off the old 
fashioned way." 


Another groan. This one louder and impatient and cut off in a yelp as the leather crop lands across James' 


still-clothed ass. 


"That's for whining. And for getting ahead of yourself. And for making me do likewise by forcing me to use an 


implement | planned to save for later." 

‘lm sorry, Sir." 

"Behave yourself or the jeans stay on Which you obviously would rather they not" 

"| was just curious," James insists. "Only reason | asked" 

Kirk puts the crop back on the tray and leans in to hiss. "No bullshitting either." 

He almost reaches for the knife again to cut through the sleeves but decides he likes the shirt better where 
it is right now: hanging limp and tattered from his captive's bound arms. A perfect frame for the work of art 
he's about to create. The fabric clings to the sheen of sweat as Kirk tugs the sleeves up James’ biceps to 
reveal his shoulders. Perfect. For now, at least. Best to keep that knife handy in case they slide back down 

A quick knead of the muscles to check for tender spots is all Kirk allows himself this time. Normally he would 
be gentler and draw out the moment as long as it took to lull his sub into relaxation before shattering it with 
a sudden, unexpected lash. But he doesn't know yet how James would react to being startled that way. He 
might panic and safeword immediately, or--more likely--try to conceal his discomfort and keep going for Kirk's 
sake. As if the latter wouldn't see through him right away. When his squeezing and prodding fails to elicit a 
telltale flinch or grunt, Kirk steps back again, satisfied that it's safe to proceed. 

"Are you ready?" 

He expects some smartass remark. Instead, James takes a deep breath and bows his head. 

"Ready when you are, Sir.” 


"That's what | like to hear." 


The slapper, true to its name, delivers more sound than sting--at least when wielded carefully like Kirk does at 


first. Its always been his weapon of choice for inexperienced subs. Test their startle reflex and sensitivity. Get 
them used to both the auditory and tactile shock before progressing to implements with more of a bite. He 
likes to think of it as a warm up. Literally. A few gentle strikes across his captive's upper back are all it takes 
to bring the heat and color to the surface. 


Kirk always did have a secret fondness for the freckled ones. They always flush so easily and so vividly, even 
with a constant beach tan. 


He pauses only to admire the hue before moving downward along the lower edge of James' shoulder blade. The 
latter flinches for the first time since the impact began, but the relaxed jaw and un-clenched fists suggest 
that it's more from the unexpected sensation than any real discomfort. He works his way back up the other 
side. There it is. A beautiful warm pink. The vellus hairs rise to attention as Kirk runs a palm over his 
handiwork, almost as if the flesh itself were reaching toward him, begging silently for more impact. 

Indeed, James’ shoulders have already begun to fade and cool. Kirk can't help but smile. This is always when his 
subs start getting impatient again. James is obviously making an effort not to squirm or fidget, but his 
twitching fingertips betray him. 

"Shall | continue?" 


"Thought you'd never ask." 


No warning this time. The leather flaps strike hard and fast, leaving a livid square in their wake. James yelps 


like a snake-bit coyote. 
"Same question. And I'd like a proper response this time." 
‘lm sorry, Sir. Yes. Please keep going.’ 


"| don't know.." Kirk paces teasingly, tapping the leather against his palm, "you flinched awfully hard just now 
from just that little slap. Are you sure you don't want me to keep pulling my punches?" 


"Please, Sir. | can handle it" 

"What about the sarcasm?" 

"ll do my best to can it, but l'm not used to--" 
"Behaving yourself?" 

James nods, then bows his head immediately again. 


"That's all right. You're about to get a good hard lesson in discipline." He puts down the slapper and picks up the 


riding crop. "If you're truly willing to learn, that is." 

“That's why l'm here, Sir." 

"Oh, is it now?" 

"Absolutely." 

He can't see the smirk, but he sure as hell can hear it. At least James has the sense to rearrange his 
expression by the time Kirk walks around to the other side of the cross to look him straight in the eye. Or 
straight in the blindfold, rather. 

"m sure that's true, James." Kirk reaches down and pulls the t-shirt hem through the crux of the beams so 
that bare flesh can strike bare wood when the time comes. "But I'm equally sure that there are other 
reasons. | think you want to be purished" 

"Sir--" 

James whimpers as the crop nips his armpit like a baby viper. 

"Like when you interrupt me instead of letting me finish. You already know these implements are more painful 
than they look--" he switches hands, flicking the crop harder so that it whistles right before it bites, "--and | 
suspect you're deliberately provoking me into using them. Am | wrong?" 


‘| was actually about to say--" 


No lash this time. James is clearly expecting it or he wouldn't be tensing his ribs right now. Instead, Kirk gives 
his captive's goatee a quick, nasty little tug. 


"Am | wrong?" he repeats. 

"No, Sir. 

"Didn't think so." Kirk steps back and crosses his arms. "What were you about to say?" 
"lim sick of being in control all the time." 

Holy shit. 


Kirk almost asks James to repeat it. Almost forgets to breathe. These sorts of revelations are hardly 
uncommon during play, but he's never had one surface this early in a scene. Should he call a time out? 


No. Not yet. 


"Why's that?" 
Gone is the playful defiance of a second ago. "Because l'm sick of hurting people. It happens far too often when 
I'm trying to control everything, and | think that's the problem. Might be in everyone's best interest if | give 


that up sometimes." He tugs at the shackles to make them clank. "So here | am." 


Kirk realizes as he starts to speak that his mouth has been hanging open. And that there's a lump in his 
throat that he has to swallow away in order to stay in his role. 


"| appreciate the honesty, James. It shows that you've taken my no bullshit instruction to heart. | appreciate 
the insight as well. There's just one thing you need to understand before | really start laying into you." 


James’ breath catches at the sound of his master's hiss, cheeks flushing beneath the bandanna. 

"What, Sir?" 

"That you're still in control here." Kirk strolls back around the cross, tapping the crop against his palm. "Even 
though it may seem counterintuitive, you have as much power in this dynamic as | do--if not more. | may not 
be able to help you relinquish control outside of this dungeon. That may be a little beyond my realm of 
expertise. What | can do is help you get used to the idea of letting go. Give you some practice. This is where 
discipline comes in." 


"Like watching my mouth?" 


Like watching your attitude. Most subs find it a lot easier to keep their mouths in check when they do 
likewise with their attitudes." 


"If that's true, you should invite Mustaine over. Strap him onto this thing." 

The chuckle dies into a whimper as the crop strikes the sensitive skin near the nape of James neck. 

"An equally crucial part of discipline is staying focused on the goals at hand," Kirk chides--much as he too 
wants to laugh. People like Dave Mustaine are why ball gags were invented. "Not getting distracted by unrelated 
thoughts or ideas." 


"My bad, Sir. It's just that.never mind” 


Kirk uses the handle of the crop to raise his captive's chin. "Once again, there are no never minds down here. | 


expect you to finish every statement you begin. Now say what you were going to say." 


"That it was easier to stay focused when my hands weren't tied" 


"| see. Why do you think that is?" 


James swallows against the leather jabbing into his throat, causing the crop's shaft to move in Kirk's hand. He 


takes it away before any other shafts can start moving. Particularly his own. 

"Maybe because you gave me instructions to follow.’ 

"Makes sense," Kirk concedes. Might be why he's having a bit of trouble focusing at the moment as well 
"Although | prefer the term obey, rather than follow. Will you obey my instructions if | give you some more 
now?" 

‘Only one way to find out." 

That toothy grin twists into an equally toothy grimace as Kirk yanks his captive's head back by the hair. 
"Since you're obviously trying to get yourself flogged, let me reiterate a couple things before we resume. 
Number one," he tightens his fingers against James’ scalp, "I never give my subs the punishment they're 
expecting when | know they're deliberately provoking me." He twists his fist to emphasize the point. Not enough 
to draw blood or pull out any hair. Just enough to make James worry that he will--and to sting like hell, of 
course. "Number two, | have a very specific punishment reserved for those who continually disrespect me 
during a scene. Can you guess what that is?" 

"You'll cut me loose and send me packing?" 

"Exactly. Now, was that a lucky guess, or did you figure that out for yourself?" 

"Its what | would do." 

"You mean, if you were the Dom right now?" 

James nods. Or tries to, at least. Kirk loosens his grip and pushes the shaggy blond head forward again, even 
though he knows James would've lowered it on his own Never hurts to reinforce his authority. Especially with 
these rebellious types. 

"Then we have an understanding." 


"Yes, Sir." 


"Which means | expect you to follow my instructions to the letter. Do that, and I'll reward you accordingly. 
Disappoint me, and you'll be even more disappointed with the outcome." 


"| won't disappoint you, Sir." 


| know you won't 

"Don't say it. Prove it” 

Another nod. Kirk can still see the vague imprint of his hand in James’ sweat-matted hair. He wishes he could 
tangle his fingers right back into it, but that wouldn't give him the distance he needs to swing the crop. Or to 


stay properly detached right now. 


"Head down," he instructs instead. "Good boy. Now take a deep breath.hold it.keep holding it.and let it out. Do 
you feel dizzy or lightheaded at all?" 


"No, Sir." 

| need you to promise me you'll call a time out if you do." 

"| promise, Sir." 

Even if he doesn't, Kirk already knows which signs to watch out for. That's one of the advantages to being 
acquainted with a sub as long and as intimately as he's known James. He'll stop the scene at the first hint of 


medical distress even if James hates him for it afterward. 


"Take another long, deep breath. Once you let it out, there will be no more Yes Sirs or No Sirs until | tell you 
otherwise. You'll only be nodding or shaking your head in response to any questions | ask. Do you understand?" 


James nods. 
"Good. Now lift your head and stand up straight." 


The shackles clank as James complies. Kirk uses the end of the crop to push the sleeves of the torn shirt 


away from his captive's shoulders again. 


"After every lash, | want you to count. One..two..three. just like that, until | tell you to stop. Do you 
understand?" 


James’ lips part reflexively, but then he closes them and nods. Kirk wonders if he was going to say yes, Sir or 
ask how many lashes there would be. He's impressed either way. Takes a lot of trust to move forward not 
knowing if you're about to be flogged ten times or a hundred. A lot of stubbornness too, he suspects, but the 
sting of impact has a way of remedying that rather quickly. 


"The only thing | want to hear besides numbers are your safe word if the pain becomes unbearable or the 


words ‘time out if you start to get dizzy. Are we clear on that point?" 


James nods. 


"Remember to stay focused. Lose count, and you'll be starting over from one." 
A slight hesitation before the requisite nod, which tells Kirk he needs to clarify that point. 


‘I'm trusting you, James. I'm trusting you to respect the rules we've established and I'm trusting you to be 
honest about your limits. This may be your first rodeo, so to speak, but I've seen every trick a sub can play. 
Don't try to fool me. I'll know right away if you're pretending to lose count. I'll know if you're downplaying the 
pain. I'll know if you're sick and trying to hide the symptoms. The punishment you'll receive for abusing my 
trust is a lot different from the punishment you'll receive for simple disobedience. Do | need to explain the 


difference?" 

James shakes his head emphatically. 

"Good. Now take one more deep breath.." 

Humble as he tries to appear, James' relaxed fingers and upward chin betray him. Overconfidence. The downfall 
of many who have been strapped to this cross before him. He obviously thinks the pain will be minimal, that 
enduring a dozen lashes from a leather crop is something he could do in his sleep. Poor fucker. He doesn't 
realize this is just the opening act. He has no idea yet what else his master has in store. No way to see the 


even nastier implements waiting patiently to leave their marks. 


The thought is almost enough to make Kirk salivate. Speaking of discipline and practice. It took him years to 


perfect this strict, impenetrable persona Hardest part was learning not to pop a boner in anticipation 


He still allows himself a predatory grin whenever there's a blindfold involved. And fresh meat. He is a sadist, 


after all. 


"and get ready to start counting." 


To be continued. 


Deprive, Deprive...lo Feel So Alive 


Author's Notes: 

These last three chapters are where | really start taking artistic liberties (partly to keep up the pace, but 
mostly for the sake of fanservice). My goal in writing this story was to depict a character's introduction to 
BDSM much more accurately and respectfully than Fifty Shades without sacrificing the smut. And when | err, | 
always err on the side of smut. What you are about to read probably would not--and should not--be done 
this way in real life. At least not in the initial scene between a novice sub and a experienced Dom. Nor is 
subspace usually as intense as I've depicted it here. As always, constructive criticism is welcome and highly 
encouraged from anyone with RL dungeon experience. | also want to thank everyone for the incredible reviews 


so far. Seriously, you guys are awesome. ¥ 


lm sick of being in control all the time. 
WHAP! 

"One." 

But youre stil in control here. 
WHAP! 

"Two." 

Sick of being in control all the time. 
WHAP! 

"Three." 

Youre still in control here. 

WHAP! 

"Four." 

Sick of being in control. 


WHAPI 


"Five." 

You're still in control 

WHAPI 

"Six." 

Sick of..sick of being.. 

WHAPI 

"S-seven.." 

h control 

WHAPI 

Still in control. Still in fucking-- 

"Eight," he grunts. 

--control 

WHAPI 

Why am | still in control? 

"Nine." 

Told Kirk | was sick of it, so why-- 

WHAPI 

Fuck. Speaking of whys. Why does Kirk keep hitting the same spot over and over instead of spreading it out? 
The quick sting and mellow tingle of the first few lashes have given way to a throbbing, nagging burn that 
feels more like the ass-end of an angry hornet the business end of a riding crop. 
Ton" 


WHAP! 


You wanted punishment? he imagines Kirk saying. Here it is. You wanted fo lose control, so now Im punishing you 


by making you stay in control 
"James?" 


Hold still Keep count. Dont say or do anything else until told otherwise. The only way you can achieve that is to 


stay in control 

Somewhere in the darkness, Kirk clears his throat. "James." 
Stay in control and you'll get a reward 

Yeah. Better be the chance to surrender for real this time, or-- 
WHAP! 

"Twelve." 

“Wrong” 

No way. No fucking way. ls this a trick? 

"Sje" 

"I warned you not to lose count, James." 

"| didnt!" 

Every follicle screams in protest as a fist clenches his hair. 
"Have you already forgotten how to address me respectfully?" 


"Sir." Spoken through clenched teeth. "I'm sorry, but | know which number we're on I've been counting fine 


since the beginning. That last hit was twelve." 

Kirk makes a chiding noise. "My instruction was very clear: count out loud. Did you do that?" 
"Yes, Sir." 

"Sure you didn't miss any numbers?" 

Shit. That's right. 


"Eleven" 


‘Correct. But still too late. Do you remember what that means?" 

James nods. He doesn't realize he's been clenching his fists in anger until he relaxes his fingers and feels the 
warmth of trapped blood rush back into his hands. Hands that, once upon a time, used to smash holes through 
drywall whenever he realized he'd fucked something up. Remembering those shameful moments now only makes 
the urge--and consequently, James’ frustration with himself--worse. Maybe that's really why the restraints 
are there. To prevent fuckups from punishing themselves and force them instead to reflect on their mistakes. 
"What does it mean?" 

"Uh..." 

The dulled tingle in his scalp flares into fresh hot pain as Kirk pulls his head backward again. 

"What happens when you lose count?" he asks patiently. 


"We start over from one." 


"And you make doubly sure to stay focused." Kirk lets go. "Clear your mind. Count the lashes out loud. Pay 
attention to nothing but the task at hand." 


“That's what | was doing." 

He can practically hear Kirk rolling his eyes. 

"What you were doing is letting yourself get distracted. Overthinking. Spinning the wheels inside your head. Any 
faster, and smoke might've started coming out your ears. | won't even bother asking if I'm wrong because we 
both know the answer." 

James sighs. "Sorry, Sir.” 

"Not nearly as easy as you thought it would be, is it?" 

This time Kirk's tone is gentle. Sympathetic. James wonders if it's meant to put him at ease and help him focus 
for real this time, or a trick to lull him into complacency again. Doesn't matter, he decides. What does matter 
is discipline. Shutting his brain off enough to focus on the task, but not so much that it starts doing its own 
thing like it did just now. 


Definitely not as easy as he thought it would be. 


"No, Sir.” 


A shiver runs through him as his master rests the crop against his opposite shoulder. 

Shall we try this again?" 

James lowers his head and nods in reply. 

As before, the first lash barely stings. The second, considerably more. By the time they get to six, the blows 
have increased so much in intensity that James nearly loses count again wondering if Kirk switched implements 
without him knowing. Luckily he catches himself. Takes a deep breath. Forces his mind (since it won't shut the 
fuck up otherwise) to focus on sensation instead of speculation. Fireworks erupt behind his clenched eyelids 
with every lash, bright and blazing. He imagines his nerves lighting up the same way. Leather against flesh. An 
explosion of heat and pain. The afterbursts crackling beneath his skin, flame-red from the lingering heat, 
before dulling into a tingle that spreads through his veins and dissolves like smoke. 


WHAP! 


His shoulder is on fire. Again. But where there were once nightmare flashes of his pyrotechnics accident, there 


is now a blessed darkness between the fireworks of pain. 
"Ten" 
WHAP! 


Something else too. A strange but undeniable feeling of safety. Strange because he is, after all, chained to a 
cross and being whipped like a slave. Undeniable because he knows instinctively that Kirk will protect him. 


"Eleven" 

WHAPI 

"Twelve" 

"Stop." 

An immediate flare of panic. James knows he kept a perfect count this time. He heard the numbers loud and 
clear..or did he? Was that "eleven" all in his mind again? An expectation strong enough to create an echo of his 
voice but not enough to make him actually speak? He braces for another wave of self-loathing and disappointed 
scolding from his master. 


Instead he feels a pair of surprisingly gentle hands alight on his shoulders. 


"Very good, James. You may lift your head and speak now." 


"That was it?" 

‘Oh, no. That was only the warm-up." Kirk chuckles. "No pun intended." 

"Only twelve lashes, Sir?" 

“Technically there were twenty-four." 

James fights the urge to flinch as calloused fingers sink into his smarting flesh. At the same time, he fights 
the urge to lean into his master's touch. He has no idea whether Kirk is checking him for injury or deliberately 
prolonging the pain. Doesn't care either way as long as he keeps doing it. 

"How many were there going to be if | didn't lose count?" 

He barely suppresses the groan as Kirk lets go. Probably so he can pick up the crop again and-- 

"Fuck" 

--crack it lengthwise across James’ shoulders. 

"Why do you ask?" Kirk whispers mockingly. 

"Just curious." 


"You know what they say, James." The tip of the crop is dragged slowly down his spine, slipping briefly into the 
crevice between denim and skin before Kirk pulls it away. "Curiosity killed the cat.” 


A dozen new questions spring to mind at once. First among them: what the fuck that reply is supposed to 
mean. He's about to ask when he hears a telltale clank. The surgical tray. His master putting down the riding 
crop and picking something else up. 

“Speaking of cats," Kirk continues, "that was almost what | selected for our next round" 

"A cate" 


"Not literally, smartass. A cat o'nine tails." 


"Oh yeah." James tries to laugh it off. The resulting chuckle sounds sluggish and stoned, and he realizes that's 
exactly how he feels right now. Stoned. "My bad" 


Stoned as fuck, in fact. 


Must be the adrenaline comedown. 


"But then something else caught my eye.." 
Hell yeah. To whatever it is. 


"and | almost went with the cat anyway, because I've actually never used this other implement before. Brand 


new to my collection. | have no formal practice with it yet." 

James flexes his shoulders as a hint (fucking bring that shit!) but succeeds only in making his sleeves slide back 
down. Much as he enjoyed the tickle of shredded fabric against his bared skin, he wants the shirt gone now. 
Wants to feel completely naked. Completely exposed. Then, as if Kirk were reading his mind, he hears the 
blunted metallic ring of his knife being pulled from the wooden beam. 

"Oh fuck." James breathes. 

Because if he wasn't hard before, he sure as hell is now. 

"What's wrong?" 

Nothing. Just a raging boner that popped up outta nowhere. No big deal 

"Startled me," he mumbles instead, head bowed to conceal the sudden flush in his cheeks. 

"Are you nervous?" Kirk teases. 

"Should | be?" James teases back. he braces for a swat--or for Kirk to call his bluff. Having to ruin the 
moment by struggling to explain his arousal (side effect of the endorphin rush?) is exactly what he was trying 
to avoid, but now he feels ashamed of the lie and knows it would be a suitably ironic punishment. 

No swat. No admonishment of any kind. Just a hitch of his own breath as the left sleeve is pulled tight and 
cold steel slips between fabric and bicep. One quick slice before Kirk tears the rest away with his fists. James 
imagines the blade clenched between his master's teeth. Imagines those bared canines glinting even more 
sharply. The moisture he feels as the knife skims along the other arm may be his own sweat, or it may be 
Kirk's saliva, and the suggestion alone is enough to make his cock throb. He groans as the shirt is stripped at 
last from his body. Shameful and barely stifled. Just like his erection 

"The answer to that question depends entirely on you." 

Fuck! Please just hit me already. 


"How's that, Sir?" 


A stir in the air. Then a muffled slap as whatever it is comes down hard on Kirk's palm. 


"I can break this in on someone else if you'd prefer.” 


It takes nearly all the willpower James has left not to protest or beg or get cocky by claiming he can take 
whatever his master throws at him. He knows all of those will get him the opposite of what he really wants. 


It takes the very last of his willpower not to groan again as he presses his groin against the wooden crux in a 
hopeless attempt to de-erect himself. His voice sounds even more strangled than his dick. 


‘| would much prefer to have that honor myself." 

“That's what | thought. Do you still trust me, James?" 

"Absolutely, Sir." 

"Then the only thing you have to be nervous about is losing count" 

Yeah. That could potentially be a problem. Especially since even the slightest movement of his torso would 
cause his bulge to bump or rub against the cross, and that could very easily break the fuck out of his 
concentration. 


"No promises, Sir. But I'll do my very best." 


"| appreciate the honesty." He hears the refrigerator open and relishes the momentary wave of cold air. 


"Although | can't help but notice that you sound a bit.hoarse." 


James doesn't even have to lie about being thirsty. The mouth of a water bottle is pressed to his lips before 
he can say anything, and he sips with almost desperate gratitude. 


"Better?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"You still seem uncomfortable." 

Fuck. Kirk is really going to make him admit it, isn't he? 
"Maybe a little." 

"Now you know why they call this a stress position" 


The chains clank in agreement as James shifts his shackled feet. 


"Yeah, that's..definitely a fitting name." 

"And now you know why I'm encouraging you to keep an accurate count" Kirk checks the knot on the blindfold, 
then gives each reddened shoulder a quick squeeze. "The sooner you manage that, the sooner you'll have some 
relief. How does that sound?" 

"Uh..sounds good. Really good” 

"Are you ready to count?" 

Please stop fucking torturing me by not fucking torturing me. 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Then start counting.” 

James barely manages to catch his breath before the first blow lands. The shock of impact knocks it right 
back out of his lungs again, along with a "one!" thats more a word-shaped gasp than anything deliberately 
spoken. Pain flares like a wildfire across his back, igniting and consuming every nerve at once. 

Pain. Fire. 

Oh God. 

His body is burning all over again 

For one terrifying second, the only discernible sound in James’ panic-choked brain is the phantom crackle of 
flames. The only discernible thought is his safe word. Sandman. Hissing in his ears, disguised as his frantic 
pulse. 

Say it..say it..Sandman..say it..Sandman..Sandman..Sandmar!.. 

Then comes a second blow that shatters it all in a brilliant explosion of light. 

"Two!" 

It's more than just the fireworks of his clenched eyelids this time. It's almost like Kirk smashed open a window, 
blackened by fear, that James never realized he was trying to see out of. Or the screen of an ancient TV on 
which only the most painful images had become frozen. He imagines the remaining shards of glass shimmering 


in anticipation of their own destruction. Hears a familiar whistle. Feels the parted air wash across his 


screaming skin. Draws a deep breath so he can shout-- 


"Three!" 


--as the remnants are obliterated at last. 

Unlike the pain searing his flesh. Unlike the pleasure coiling in his groin. James can feel those more intensely 
than ever, and more intensely still with each subsequent lash, but somehow he manages to count "four!" and 
"fivel" and "six!" without missing a beat. 

That's when he realizes he's two places at once. 

Outside his body, watching from the dungeon's doorway as Kirk swings the flogger smoothly and effortlessly as 
a paintbrush. The large flogger with several dozen tails made from velvety soft purple leather. He knows that's 
the one Kirk selected He can see it. Deceptively gentle at first glance, just like its master. 


"Ninel..ten!..eleven.." 


Inside his body, inhabiting it more deeply and more fully than he ever thought possible. No longer just battered 


by the waves of sensation but completely submerged now. 

"Fourteen! fifteen. sixteen." 

James walks around to the other side of the cross. Watches the clenching and unclenching of his own shackled 
fists, the gritted teeth parting only to count, the sweat dripping from beneath the bandanna. Looks himself 
right in his blindfolded eyes. Leans in to whisper in his own ear. 

Youre sate. There's no safer place you could be right now. dust let go. 

"Eighteen!" 

Only way to be free is to surrender. 

"Nineteen." 

You can do it, James. Let yourself go. 

"Twenty!" 


"Stop." 


James crashes back into himself as everything else explodes outward. Like a star gone supernova. Pain and 
pleasure, darkness and light, sensation and thought--all at once hurtled into the void. Complete disintegration. 


Nothing left but numbness. 


"James?" 


Nothing left but peace. 
"Can you hear me?" 
Nothing left but the two of them. Himself and his master. 


"Okay, time out.” 


Fingers beneath the blindfold. A sliver of light. Just like that, the spell is broken, and James jerks his head away 
in protest. "No, don't!" 


"You want me to leave it on?" 

"Yes, Sir!" 

The fingers withdraw and the bandanna is tugged mercifully back down. 

"lim not ‘Sir’ right now, remember? l'm Kirk." 

"Kirk" The name sounds different now. It feels different. Hell, it even tastes different. Not that James can 
taste or feel or even hear anything properly yet, but somehow he knows he'll never do any of those the same 
way again. At least not around Kirk. Kirk, whose name literally means church and at whose altar he could easily 
worship forever. "Kirk," he says again just to revel in the sound, "did | lose count?" 

A gentle hand cups his chin, fingertips curling beneath his jaw to check his pulse. 

"You were perfect. Nailed it on the first try." 

If only Kirk would kiss him. If only James could beg him to. 

"Then why'd we stop?" 


"Because | promised not to draw blood." 


The chuckle suggests that Kirk is joking, but the vague sensation of something trickling down James’ spine 
suggests it may be too late. Probably just sweat, he reminds himself. But speaking of too late.. 


"| think | came." 
Hands on his hips now. Pulling them back from the crux as much as the shackles will allow. 


"Doesn't look like it." 


"No way.” The wood should be absolutely soaked by now--to say nothing of his own jeans. He almost asks Kirk 
to open them. Just to double check, but enough feeling has crept back into his groin to confirm its completely 
dry. "Could've sworn | did” 

Seriously, what the hell? 

"Is that what it felt like?" 


"It felt like.like.." James feels the heat rush back into his face as he fumbles helplessly for words, "man, | 


don't know how to--" 
"That's okay," Kirk assures him. "You don't need to explain it. | just want to make sure you're all right." 


From deep in the void comes a flash of memory. A roaring crowd. His own voice echoing in the night, amplified 
by the microphone, washing over them in waves. 


Are you alive? 

"Definitely all right 

"Not just saying that, are you?" 

How does it feel to be alive? 

Just like this. 

"Cross my heart, Sir." 

THIS is how it feels to be alive. 

"We're still in time out. You don't have to call me--" 

"But | want to," James insists. "| want you to be Sir again | want us to keep going.” 
"On one condition" 


He can't tell whether he's being addressed by Kirk or Mister Hammett. The tone of voice is somewhere 


between the two. 


"Anything." 


"We continue at my pace, and at my discretion. That means you wait patiently while | finish what I'm doing 
here. How does that sound?" 


"Like two or three conditions instead of one." 
Kirk snorts. "Nice try, smartass." 
"Hey, you asked me how it sounded. Just giving you an honest answer." 


"You really are a fucking brat, aren't you?" The water bottle is pressed to James' lips before he can push his 


luck any further. "Not sure whether to gag you next time or tell you there is no next time." 

As if to make that sink in, Kirk tips the bottle back so that James can do nothing but chug its frigid contents. 
The numbress inside him is replaced with a biting cold. He imagines frost crystals bursting forth, his nerves 
screaming as they're skewered by microscopic blades of ice. And he fucking loves it. Loves that Kirk wastes no 


opportunity to torture him. 


The bottle is pulled abruptly away, dripping water down his chin. He relishes the familiar clang of cuffs as he 
jerks reflexively from the chill 


"ll ask you again, James. Can you abide by those conditions?" 

"Absolutely, Sir.” 

Because there's no doubt which one is speaking now. 

"Good. Now bow your head and don't say a word unless | ask you a question" A pause. "Understood?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

The footsteps retreat and a drawer opens and closes nearby. With the sound comes another twinge in his 
groin, and James presses it once more against the crux at his master's approach. There's no way he'll keep 
from coming this time if Kirk has another flogger in hand. He'll plead the technicality if he has to. Kirk never 
gave him permission to come, but he never actually forbade it either. 

Unlike the "shit! that escapes as something cold is dribbled onto his shoulders. 

‘Sorry, Sir! | didn't mean to--" 


"Shhh." Kirk cups the back of James’ skull, pushing it gently back down. "Hold still. Try to relax." 


No need to try. James practically melts into the wood as soon as his master's palm alights on his back. 


Whatever he's massaging into the skin soothes and tingles. Probably the same stuff they use for sunburn He 
wonders if Kirk imagined him in this position all those times he offered to put salve on James’ back after they 
got home from the beach. Wonders if he wasn't unknowingly wishing for the same thing whenever he agreed. 
‘In case you're wondering, this is so it won't chafe so much." 

So what won't chafe so much? 

But that wasn't a question, and James knows better than to respond with one. Or to respond at all 

"Are you feeling dizzy?" 

"No, Sir." 

The hand disappears, followed by the satisfying click of a bottle capped shut. 

"What about your legs? Any numbness or pain?" 


Little stiffness, that's all." 


Not just in his legs. Especially when Kirk bends down to unbuckle the cuffs and James feels those calloused 
fingertips slip between leather and skin. 


"How about now?" he asks once James’ ankles are free. 

For someone who spends ninety percent of his time onstage with his legs spread even wider than they were on 
the cross, they should feel completely normal right now. Except that nothing feels normal right now. Certainly 
not his legs. He lifts each foot and puts it back down, wiggles his toes, then does it all over again. Still his own 
legs, obviously, but they feel brand new somehow. Like someone took his body apart--limb by limb, nerve by 
nerve, cell by cell--and put him back together again. 

No longer himself. And yet never more himself. 

"James?" his master prompts. 

"A-okay, Sir. Legs are just fine." 

Aside from still being clothed, of course. 


"What about the rest of you?" 


How the fuck to answer that? 


"Don't think anything's wrong, if that's what you mean" 
"You're sure?" 
"Yes, Sir." 


"Good. I'm going to remove your wrists from the cuffs now, but | want you to keep your hands exactly where 


they are until | tell you otherwise." 

In the absence of an “understood”, James merely nods. He presses his palms to the roughened wood as Kirk 
gets to work on the shackles. Feels a protruding splinter and the subsequent bizarre urge to drive it into his 
skin so that he can carry a piece of the cross within himself. Knows there will be a far better reward if he 


obeys. His hands don't move so much as a millimeter, even with the heat of Kirk's breath on the back of his 


neck. Even when the cool air hits his newly-freed wrists. Still as a statue. 


Until a second later when those deft fingers drop to his belt buckle. James doesn't even realize his head has 
lolled back until it's abruptly shoved forward again 


"Do. NOT. Move." 

If that includes the full body shudder that accompanies the words hissed directly into his ear, he's fucked. 
Thankfully the fingers keep working. Buckle undone. Button opened. Zipper unzipped. Every movement seems to 
both last forever and be over in no time. He catches his breath as Kirk's hands move to either hip, thumbs 
snaking beneath his waistband. Holds it to stifle a groan as both boxers and jeans are yanked downward. Groans 
anyway when his trapped cock finally bounces free and engorged against his stomach. 

"| suspected as much," his master chuckles. 

James’ face ignites beneath the blindfold. 

‘lm sorry, Sir," he mouths silently. 

"Never be sorry for who you really are." 

He doesn't ask what that means. He doesn't need to. He couldn't if he wanted to anyway, because there's 
suddenly a lump in his throat and tears of gratitude in his eyes. He merely obeys as he's instructed to step 
free of his jeans. Obeys as he's told to lower his arms. Obeys as he's steered around the cross, marched over 
to the bed, and ordered to stand perfectly still with his hands behind his back. 


"How do you feel, James?" 


"Very well, Sir.” 


"Well enough to continue?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Do you think you deserve to continue?" 

‘|. don't know, Sir. | did my best. That's all | can say for sure." 

"Honest and humble," Kirk replies. "You really have come a long way since we began. I'm very proud of you." 


James clenches his eyes against the tears, to no avail. One even escapes the blindfold and rolls down the side 


of his nose. He does nothing to hide it. He wouldn't dare. 

"Thank you, Sir." 

"| believe you've earned yourself a reward. Would you like to know what it is?" 
"Yes, Sir." 

"Unclasp your hands and touch the bed in front of you." 

Ís heis he going to fuck me? 

"Its all right, James. Touch the bed." 


He does as commanded. And nearly buckles at the knees as his fingers close around a tangle of heavy canvas 


and leather straps. 
Oh yes. 

Oh hell fucking yes. 

"Now tell me what you've found’ 


It takes a couple more ecstatic breaths before James finds his voice again. 


"The straightjacket, Sir." 


To be continued. 


